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and clear white light. Pera and Galata were grey and
formless. Stambul faced me, and up over Stambul,
against the sky, towered the great monstrous domes of
the mosques threatening and heavy beside their delicate
minarets, I wondered whether that great spiritual
revival would swamp Turkey and advance beyond it
into Europe.
Suddenly I realized that throughout all these years,
passive, trying to help a little, but detached, untouched,
not vitally affected, I had watched events from without.
I had seen let loose the soul-tearing passions of war,
patriotism, fanaticism and hatred. Round me were new
nations born of strivings and agony, full of unknown
forces, pushing on into the blind future like rough and
unshapely primitive animals clawing and groping brutally
in the twilight of the jungle in a primeval world. I
had seen men when roused by the great forces of the
spirit go to death merry and glad, or fiercely to do foul
bestialities. I had seen great Empires torn into rough
bits which lay with all their edges raw and aching, I
had seen great men, in the detachment of power, shrug
shoulders, make a caustic jest and laugh at some stupen-
dous error and then hasten away to a rich dinner, while
all across the world came the sighs of millions starving.
Detached and aloof I felt as one who has found an
ants' nest, broken by some clumsy unheeding foot, and
who passes a summer's afternoon watching with lazy
interest all the panic and the bravery, the hurryings*
and the mass strivings of the seething pigmy world
beneath him.
I knew that God too must be detached.   I searched